STRAN GE    THINGS

being waged all over the world by fanatics who have
no sense of any other life but this.

I went into an inn in Glastonbury expecting to find
farmers talking about horses. Instead of that I found
two Tappertits talking about foreign affairs. One of
them preferred General Chow Chung to General Chung
Chow, and President Lupez to ex-President Gomez.
The other took the opposite view; and neither of them
had ever seen China or South America, or realized that
Glastonbury Tor was above them, the"Pilgrims" Inn near
them, the ruins of the Abbey something to be cared for,
and the shades of Arthur and Alfred dwelling over Avalon.

Then a man came in with a wrinkled, keen, horsy
face, and a conspicuous check suit. He ordered himself
a double brandy and soda and informed me that it
was a fine morning. I agreed. Gradually we slid into
conversation. He said he thought that Mr. Baldwin was
the best of them but he was damned if he knew why;
and I agreed to that. He then discoursed about various
sports, blood and other, and I agreed to those. And
then he suddenly said: "Are you a writing chap?'5 and
I replied: "More or less, amongst other things, but I
hope I don't look like one." "There's something about
you," he remarked, "and I'd like to tell you a story,
but, mind you, you mustn't mention any names or give
people any clues."

"Really," I said, "I may be many bad things, but
I am not a contemporary novelist."

"Well," he said, "you may or may not know it, but
we doctors come across a lot of strange things, and it's
odd that you writers don't make use of them."
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